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for powder, theyle fill a pit as well as better : tufli man , motta'l 
men’,morra!l men. 

tf'cjt.l, but, Strict™, mec-thinkes they are exceeding poore 

and bare, too beggarly* 

IaI. Faith, for their pouerty, I know not where they had that, 
And for their barenesjJ am iurethey ncueriearntthatofme. 3 
iV/».No ile be fwornc,vnlefic you call three fingers on theribs 
bare l but firra, make haft, Percy is already in the held. Exit , 

Fal. WhatistheKing incamp’df . 

iVefi. He is Sir John, I fieare vve fiiall ft ay too long. 

Fal. Wpll, to the iattcr end ofa Fray, and the beginning ofa 
Feaft,fiosa dull fighter, and a kecne gueft. Exeunt 


Enter Hotjpur, Woreefier, Dnvglas, and Yemen. 

Her. Week fight with him to night, 

Wor. It may not be. 

Dow. You giue him then aduantage, 

Ver. Not a whit, 

* Hot . Why fay you fo l lookes he not for fupply ? 

Ver. So doe wee. 

Hot. His is certainc, ours is dubtfuil. 

Wcr.G ood cooferi be aduifue, ftir not to night. 

Ver. Do nor, my Lord. 

Dorv. You doe not counfell well: 

Then fpeake it out of feare, and cold heart. 

Ver. Do not (launder, Dowglas , by my life. 

And Idare well maintaine it with my life ; 
ifwell refpedted honor bid me on, 

I hold as little counfcll with weake feare, 

As you my Lord, or any Scot that thisday Hues : 

Let it be feene to morrow in the battell, which of vs feares. 

Dow. Yea,orto night. per. Content. 

Hot. T o night fay.I. 

. Ver. Come, come, it may not be. 

I wonder much being men of fuch grea f leading as you are, 
That you fcrefec not what impediments 
Drag backe our expedition : cei came Horfe 
Of mycoofen Vertrnt arc not yet come vp> 


Your 


Your Vncle Wonefers Horfc came but to day 
y\nd now their pride and mettall is afleepe, ^ 

Their courage with hard labou r tame and d ull. 

That not a Horfe ishalf’e the halfe of himfelfe. 

Hot, So are the Horfes of the Encmie, 

In general! iourncy bated and brought low: 

The better part of ours arc full of reft. 

Wcr. The number of the King exccedcth ours : 
for Gods fake, Coofen, flay till all come in. 

The Trumpet founds a parley. Enter Sir Walter Blunt. 

Blunt. IcomewithgraciousofFerfrom theKing, 
Ifyou vouchfafe mehearingand rdpedh 

Hot. Welcome, fir Walter Blunt : and would to God 
You were of our determination} 

Some ofvsloue you well,and euen thofefome 
Hnuiey our great deferuinges and good name, 
Becaufeyoh are not of our quality, 

But Hand agtfinft vs like an Hnemie. 

Blunt. And God defend, but ftill I fhould ftand fo. 
So long as outoflimit and true rule, 

You ftand againft annoynted Maiefty: 

But to my charge. The King hath fent to know 
The nature of your griefes, and . whereupon 
You coniure from the bread of ciuill Peace, 

Such bold Hoftility, teaching his dutious Land 
Audaciouscruelty. If that the King 
Haueany way your good defer-tes forgot. 

Which he confelTeth to be manifold, 

He bids you name your griefes, and with all fpecd, 
i ou lliall haue your defires with int^reft. 

And pardon abfolute for your felfc,knd thefe. 

Herein inif-led byyourfuggeftion. 

Hot. TheKing is kind : and well weeknow, the King 
linowes at what time to promife, when to pay ; 

My Father, my Vncle, ami my felfe, 

Did giue him that fame royalty hewcares, 

^ 'id when he was not fixe andtwenty ftrong, 

^icke in the workles regard, wretched, and low. 




